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Summary:
The tip of the knife slides across her thigh and Ashley almost sighs with relief. Remider is a good thing, it means she will live, and that she is not hopeless yet.

And when the tip of his knife digs into her skin, she bites her lip until it bleeds, her blood is hot from arousal and terror. She never felt that she belonged to him until this moment, so deeply obsessed with owning him. But with every cut she feels it: the frustration, the anger, the hunger. She has completely  lost control over the situation.

A part of her hates this feeling. She wants to freak out, to push Andrew away with his stupid knife, shout at him: "I'm not afraid of you" like earlier. However another part of her is elated that at least something in her could drive Andrew crazy. Even if it's just her body. 

Notes:
(See the end of the work for notes.)

Chapter 1: Ashley
Chapter Text
The clocks are ticking torturously slow. Both of them are silent, and both of them can't sleep. Andrew can't sleep because he keeps dreaming about dismembering mom and dad. Ashley can't sleep because she keeps dreaming about him dismembering her. 

 

It's been two weeks since their last murder and if it wasn't for the quarantine Ashley would say that those weeks are the longest in her life. 

 

Andrew  had quickly realised that there was a vision, but when she didn't tell him what the vision was, he got even angrier. He wasn't screaming, but it was extremely cold to be near him these days. Ashley is freezing. She wants him to hug her, but he hasn't touched her even once. He barely looks at her. 

 

Ashley knows that she has no idea what to do. He shrugs all the questions off, ignores all her screaming and crying. This is the first time in her life when Ashley feels this kind of animalistic fear. Her nightmare can come true at any moment, one wrong movement or word and her throat will be cut open or she will have to shoot him first. 

 

When Ashley thinks about it she wants to slit her own throat before he does.

 

"Are you going to tell me what you saw? " his voice feels hollow and it makes her shiver. 

 

"If you tell me what you actually want, Andy" Ashley echoes back, realising too little too late that she made a mistake. She misses his warmth, his hugs, his touches, she is too tired from this silent torment, anticipation of forthcoming disaster. So tired that she accidentally decided to make the nightmare a reality.

 

A knife hits the wall three centimetres from her head and Andy, no it's Andrew, is towering over her like a dark shadow.

 

“What does it matter, you stupid bitch, if you can't even remember my name. You  don't give a fuck about anyone but yourself.” 

 

“ I don't give a fuck about anyone but you”, and Ashley does believe those words because Andrew is the best, the bestest thing in the world and she is worthless. 

 

The way he laughs sounds alien, as if there is another person in front of her wearing Andrew's face. Ashley is afraid to scream at him, push him away or to remind of their shared sins. This Andrew can kill her and will kill her if she does anything wrong. 

 

"Do you remember how you said that you don't know why I'm putting up with you?" Ashley can feel shivers running down her spine. 

 

She nods. Somewhere deep inside she hopes for something good, not even " i love you" which she hasn't heard since she was ten years old but at least "i like you, but you are so exhausting". Something, anything, please, please.

 

"You almost got it. I want to fuck you. Your body is the only redeeming quality you have. The only reason I haven't cut you up yet "  he raises her chin, and makes her look him into the eyes, "but I don't think your cunt is worth it anymore".

 

Ashley always wanted to be pretty for Andy, for him to only look at her, to need her as much as she is. But not like this. Never like this. When he said those words she didn't feel special she felt worthless, one among many, a piece of meat. But if she can be useful for him, can keep him in any way she will do it, Ashley will give him anything he wants to. At least this way she could be of use for him. 

 

Maybe this will finally work. Wil itl сhain him to her, keep him near until death does them part? So she is trying to be brave and kisses him first. And almost immediately Andrew pins her to the wall, his hands clasp her wrists like handcuffs and he kisses her as if he wants to take air from her lungs and  her soul out of her body. 

 

And Ashley will give him everything as long as he stays.  But how would she keep him if she gives him everything?

 

The way he touches her cheek is almost tender but his words are anything but, "It would be better if you never existed Ashley. Maybe I could be normal. "

 

She often thinks about this herself that Andrew could have had a normal life without her: normal girlfriend, education, career, loving parents who are not laying on the ocean floor. Those thoughts tear her apart sometimes because she wouldn't exist without him. 

 

That's why she needs Andy. Andrew can realise that she is just a burden. 

 

"Maybe I wouldn't want you so much" but if she gives him what he wants, maybe he will let her live. 

 

And when his fingers touch her breasts under the black shirt she doesn't resist. When his lips kiss her neck, she lets him and tilts it slightly for better access. When he bites her so hard that she bleeds, she just shuts her eyes and does her best not to scream trying not to wake up their neighbours. Ashley really tries to be a good girl for once in her life. 

 

When he is done with her neck and looks her in the eyes, she almost can't recognize him. There is a hunger, different from the one in their flat, it's all consuming,  almost animalistic. She used to dream about him looking at her like that. 

 

Andrew pulls out the knife, he doesn't even have to try and Ashley flinches. She can't run away from here. Her life is literally in his hands. 

 

"Andy...Andrew" She is too late to correct herself, "I'm sorry, I'll stop being so annoying, I won't call you..."

 

"You always promise, but you never do. And you keep calling me with someone else's name after everything I've done for you", the word someone is filled with disgust as if he despises the mere idea of Andy, "maybe you just need a reminder. Maybe you're too dumb to remember.".

 

The tip of the knife slides across her thigh and Ashley almost sighs with relief. Remider is a good thing, it means she will live, and that she is not hopeless yet. 

 

And when the tip of his knife digs into her skin, she bites her lip until it bleeds, her blood is hot from arousal and terror. She never felt that she belonged to him until this moment, so deeply obsessed with owning him. But with every cut she feels it: the frustration, the anger, the hunger. She has completely  lost control over the situation. 

 

A part of her hates this feeling. She wants to freak out, to push Andrew away with his stupid knife, shout at him: "I'm not afraid of you" like earlier. However another part of her is elated that at least something in her could drive Andrew crazy. Even if it's just her body. 

 

This feeling almost numbs the pain she feels, but it isn't enough because at some point her eyes became misty with tears.

 

"You're so beautiful when you're still Ashley. When you aren't screaming at me or throwing a fit. Why can't you always be this obedient and just let me take care of you? " His voice is so gentle, but it cuts her deeper than the knife in his hands.

 

She often thought about this herself, especially when she had to spend evenings alone or hear him talking on the phone with that hussy. Would he love her if she was gentle, sweet, polite, and meek? Like all those Ninas, and Julias, and other normal girls? Would he want her if she was different?

 

"Because I'm bad" The answer comes to her naturally. She's learnt it with every reproach of her mother, every indifferent stare of her father, every tired sigh  from Andrew. Bad people never get love freely, they need to tear it from other's hearts and hold it tight till it suffocates in your grasp.

 

It seems that Ashley somehow managed to squeeze out all of Andrew's love in these twenty years. Well, the lust remained and if it was the only thing that left Ashley would take it. She's not picky. Whatever he throws at her she will swallow. 

 

"That's right. You're horrible. You..." He finishes his work and he looks almost proud, "are fucking monster and you ruined my life. So whatever I do with you is what you deserve. Because everything is your fault".

 

"It's always my fault isn't it? " She wears his name on her thigh now. Did he leave the same mark on Julia with her cuts? No, that hussy was always so fearful and fragile unlike Ashley. So even if she is a monster she is the only one he can treat like this. 

 

Andrew ignores her weak attempt at talking back at him, just licks his fingers covered in blood. Ashley hopes he is enjoying the taste. After that the knife finally drops on the floor, its metallic clang cutting through the deafening silence of the night like a funeral bell. 

Well, at least he won't kill her right now. Although if she gets him in the mood he could just strangle her with bare hands. Back then she didn't think he actually meant it. Now she knows the truth. That he could just abandon her in that apartment building that he actually thought about this. Maybe it wasn't even the first time. She is a burden for Andrew. And this realisation hurts more than the bite on her neck or the cuts on her thigh. 

 

He said that he wanted her, right? So Ashley takes her t-shirt and panties, not even bothering to put on a show or tease him. She gives him her body, he keeps her alive and stays which is the same thing, really. In that vision he said that he would follow her but maybe it was a lie. Andrew always was a good liar. Sometimes she almost could believe him. 

 

Her nipples are uncomfortably firm and she doesn't understand if it's because she is aroused, terrified, or both. Or maybe it's just too cold because of the way Andrew looks at her with a mix of disgust and apprehension as if he can't believe she is actually doing this. But her only choice is to die sooner or later, with or without him. 

 

"You call other girls whores but spread your legs for your brother as soon as he asks? Why did I even bother? " he scoffs, "Maybe I should have fucked you earlier, wouldn't be such a bitch then. "

 

Ashley has questions, but she is too afraid to ask them. Why would he fuck others if she had given him everything if he asked? Why would he hurt her so much? Is it because they were better? More attractive, less demanding, not his sister, yeah, probably this one. Maybe it doesn't even matter to him, which hole to fuck as long as it belongs to a whore with a nice body. Well, at least there is, her body could be useful for him even if Ashley herself is worthless. 

 

"You said you wanted me, so take me" Not her though. He just wanted someone to fuck, anyone would do. The thought makes her feel bitter, her nails biting the palms of her hands. She wants to scream. She wants to snap. She is so fucking tired of everything being her fault even if he is the one with a knife in his hands.

 

"I want" he grabs her by a choker, "you to beg".

 

Of course he always needs a show. Tantrums, tears, pleads something that shows how desperately she needs him. In the end they are made from the same cloth, they want to be needed at least by someone on this fucking planet. Well, she used to think this way, and she played her role every time. She doesn't want to play anymore though, even if she has to. Andy isn't here, so what's the point?  To be embraced by his decaying corpse? 

 

"Please, Andrew" It's difficult to sound sincere because even when she tugged on Andy strings, she used her truths, screaming that he hates her because she does believe that, scared of being unloved  because she feels that way as long as she remembers. 

 

"Come on Ashley, you can do better. Tell me exactly what you want" 

 

"Please, fuck me" and she adds after a small pause, "brother."

 

There is still a part of her that is eager to please, eager to be of use, eager to make him smile. The one that always cracks suggestive jokes, the one that craves his attention in any shape or form, crying: use me, abuse me, do whatever you want if it makes you stay. 

 

And when Andrew kisses her, she kisses him back, trying to be as enthusiastic as possible. When he touches her clit she moans, mostly because  it's what she  has to do. Though it's clear that he knows what he is doing, this thought hurts her even more. She thought about sex with him and she wanted this, but she was fine as long as he stayed with her. However for Andrew she was just another name on the list and sex was the last measure to keep him around.

 

So she tries to chase her pleasure, to kiss him as fervently as he did, to think about his smell, her favourite, his touch so gentle compared to his words, his voice that always sounded like velvet, and chocolate, and  all the best, the bestest things in the world. She tries to pretend this is something special and she almost succeeds until he stops. 

 

"You're like a bitch in heat" he raises his hand, maybe to prove the point, but she couldn't help but stare into his eyes. They were full of malice; she'd seen this look before, mostly in the mirror, but she could never get used to it on Andrew's face. "Do you have any idea how difficult it was to be in quarantine with you? The way you flirted with that warden? Or how you were barely wearing anything until I made you cover your slutty ass. Do you have any idea how exhausting it is to be around you? "

 

Ashley knows, because he talks about this all the time: how stupid she is, how annoying she is, how she can't do anything right. That's why she was constantly trying to find how deep the ocean of his patience was, when he was going to snap and say "I can't do this anymore". Sometimes she even felt like she was drowning, because it seemed so endless and vast that it made her feel insignificant. But it seems she finally reached the bottom, and she doesn't even feel anything other than acceptance. She doesn't have to try anymore, doesn't have to ask herself endless questions or act recklessly to keep herself afloat in a desperate hope not to be swallowed by a deep cold sea. 

 

So when Andrew's cock finally enters her she doesn't even understand what she feels. Is she happy to finally have him, become whole instead of an incomplete chunk of a person? Is she hurt because for him it's different, the expression of hatred, the attempt to take back something that belongs to him? 

 

All Ashley wants is to melt into him, to forget how hollow she feels all the time, how much the rotten piece of flesh inside her chest stings. So she tries to lull herself into the rhythm, move the same time he moves, kiss him like she would never do it again. Maybe she won't and this is the last thing that happens to her. This is not the worst way to die, tugging his hair, moaning his name, confessing her broken love to him, feeling how he pulses and twitches inside, how his hands clench her thighs. 

 

She does her best not to listen to him at that moment, because she heard enough that night. But some phrases are sharp enough to pierce her delirium and leave more wounds in her shattered mind. 

 

"You were made for me", he says and this is the nicest thing he said to her in these two weeks, but then he adds "you're the death of me, my punishment, my curse".

 

And she stops listening altogether. She imagines Andy instead, the one who loved her, who said that he will be whatever she wants him to be. To bad she wanted a monster like herself, someone fucked up so deeply that no one else ever takes him away from her. She ruins everything she touches, especially the things she loves. 

 

It's easy enough to pretend, because Andrew is gentle, it doesn't feel like fucking, more like making love, which does make any sense with how brutal he was in the beginning. But he never made any sense, that's why she preferred Andy. Someone who could love her, stay by her side forever and ever until the end of time. At some point  Ashley even manages to hear him say "I love you", and it stings because in reality Andrew won't ever say those words. 

 

So she bites him, scratches him, asks him to go harder, tear into her flesh, fuck her up till nothing is left, to shut the hell up already, because this tenderness is killing her, it gives her a small  hope that maybe he still cares. And at this point she wants to cut, choke and shoot this hope dead, because she is so tired of dragging its decaying corpse around. So it's better to be treated like a worthless fuck toy, her shoulders are for him to chew on, her hips are for him to bruise, her hair  are for him to pull on, and her cunt is for him to fuck. 

 

It works to some extent because he gets angry and starts moving faster and faster until there is no thoughts in her head and she is panting like an animal in heat: mindless and high on pleasure, to happy to be fucked out of her mind. She could get used to this, maybe it's not so bad not to have those feelings.  

 

But after they come almost at the same time her euphoria suddenly crashes down to the  sense of dread.  Andrew's hands are still on her, but they feel like a cage instead of embrace. She doesn't want to look at him, doesn't want to touch him, doesn't want to hear him and those are such alien feelings because she used to crave those things. His hands are trying to grasp her, but she slips away from him, wanting to curl up in a ball and wait for him to leave. And that moment she realises that she is crying, but she doesn't know why. She only knows that the void inside is back and it's bigger than ever. 

 

Her sobs are  silent, different from her crocodile tears or even the way she cried before they left that apartment building. Ashley doesn't care about blood on ter thigh or cum that leaks out of her cunt. There is only one phrase in her head, and it echoes endlessly through the labyrinth of her sick twisted mind.

 

Your body is the only redeeming quality you have. The only reason I haven't cut you up yet. But I don't think your cunt is worth it anymore.

 

The words sting like cubes of ice in the glass of poisonous truth. Ashley always hoped she was better than those hussies, but even for Andrew she was just another  hole. The only difference is that she will let him do anything, so there is no need to hold back. 

 

The last time she cried like that was during Andrew's first date sitting in the middle of a trashed room. When he came back she almost ripped his face off. Maybe she should have. 

 

"Leyley” his hand touches her shoulder and Ashley shudders. 

 

"Don't call me that. " She wants to scream, "You're not Andy and you have no right to call me that. "

 

"You killed me" she says instead, her voice completely devoid of any emotions, "That's what I saw. Are you happy now? "

 

After everything that happened death doesn't seem this bad after all. He is going to leave anyway, she doesn't have anything else to give. Will he blame her for this too? Will he say that it's all her fault, a cunning scheme to keep him around? Will he throw out her like a worthless piece of trash to find a new hussy to fuck? Yeah, death is definitely better than that. 

 

Andrew is silent, though. He hides his face in his hands, tugging on his hair as if he did something horrible. Ashley doesn't get it, this was bound to happen eventually, she deserved it.

 

"Did you do it on purpose?" another drop of truth in the glass filled with poison. Yes, it's all on her. She pushed Andy...Andrew too far. Andy is not here. Andy wouldn't have done this. 

 

The confession gets stuck in her throat for some reason and she can't even say anything to defend herself. Just shakes her head. She tries to stop crying, because he hates it when she cries, he thinks it's annoying, and her face is ugly, and she is stupid, worthless, vile leech. The scars on her thigh despite the pain feels oddly comforting, so she touches it, trying to calm down. 

 

His name on her body is more than she deserves. 

 

"Don't touch it" his voice sounds distant as if she is six feet under water," we need to treat it. C'mon" 

 

Ashley can't stand though. Her  trembling legs don't listen to her, as if they are made of jelly. It's somewhat funny to imagine this, at least they will have some food during quarantine. But she can't laugh even if she wants to. Finally, or was it just a few seconds ago, Andrew takes her into his arms and carries into the bathroom like a bride. It feels nice, but she is too afraid that he will drop her  on the floor any moment, so Ashley clings to him a little too tight. 

 

She barely registers what  is happening in the shower. At some point she asks Andrew if he wants to fuck her again, and the way he snaps: "No", makes her cry louder. She isn't sure if she is  relieved, hurt by his rejection, or scared. She feels how tender and almost hesitant his touches are, as if they are kids once again. How he repeats again and again " I'm sorry " even if she doesn't understand it. How he treats her wounds, the platonic way he kisses her temple afterwards. How pale his face is. 

 

Why wasn't he happy? Did he hate it? Was she worse than Julia, or  those other nameless girls that became a single enemy entity?  He is nice because he is going to leave her. That's it. She gave him what he wanted, he didn't like it, and now he is going to leave. 

 

At least in that vision he had the decency to kill her.  

 

"Andrew, I'll do better next time! Don't leave, okay? Please! I won't call you Andy anymore, I will do whatever you say, I will behave, I..."

 

Andrew silences with his head before she finishes her desperate pleas and before she would have bitten him, but now she obediently shuts up. 

 

She is worthless. The only good thing she can do for him is to shut up and and spread her legs when he orders her.

 

If this is the truth then Ashley would be his doll. The best doll he could ever have. A prized possession. As long as Andrew is happy with her. But he wasn't happy, so she somehow fucked everything up once again. Maybe she needed to resist more, let him use force, take out his frustrations and anger. She wasn’t supposed to help him feel better, but she made him feel worse.

 

When they sat across each other with a table separating them Ashley almost stopped crying. She is still trembling while trying not to choke on water that Andrew told her to drink. It seems he won't kill her or leave today or tomorrow. Maybe even tomorrow after tomorrow if she is good as long as she behaves.

 

"How did I kill you? With a cleaver?" he sounds robotic, soulless as if someone stole his soul. 

 

Maybe it was Ashley. She would like to keep it in a bottle, somewhere safe and warm. It's a pity she is not a demon in a literal sense. 

 

She doesn't say anything, just nods too scared to anger him once again. Andrew has a pattern, a perfect mirror to hers. She pushes, he tolerates, she pushes again, he snaps, she freaks out, and he treats her nicely until she starts pushing again. This cycle always seemed endless, but when he places the cleaver, and the same knife he has cut her with, Ashley understands that there is an end to everything. 

 

Andrew always whined that she makes him do all the dirty work. So she raises the knife to stab her throat one more time, but she is too slow, her hand doesn't listen to her and Andrew manages to stop. His grip on her wrist is so tight, she will have another bruise tomorrow. 

 

"What are you doing, idiot? Give it back. "

 

She failed once again. Her whole life they have been playing this game and somehow she always loses. Maybe Andrew is cheating. Or maybe they are playing different games. 

 

"I'm sorry", she tries again but she is not sure what he wants to hear. Is she supposed to be sorry about being born? About fucking up his whole childhood? About being a shitty fuck that can't behave the way he wants her to? About needing him more than water even if he treats her like trash?

 

"I wanted you to hide them or throw them away. Whatever. Your choice." It probably was romantic, or symbolic, or something else ending with -ic that she is too dumb to understand.

 

"You could kill me with your bare hands if you wanted" her voice is hoarse, but at least she is not crying and less miserable. He could kill her even with his words, but Ashley can do it too. She is his flesh and blood after all. 

 

"Are you starting this again?" he frowns. 

 

"What? What do I start, cryptic piece of shit? I don't get you. I never do! You say one thing, mean another, then do something else entirely. I'm so sick of your half-assed bullshit! If you hate my guts, then kill me already and be done with it. If you care, then act like you care and stop treating me like shit. And..." Oh, here we go again. She won't cry she won't cry, she won't, "and if I'm just another whore to fuck, than use me. Just make up your goddamn mind already before I completely lose mine!"

 

This is the most honest she has ever been with him. Because even if tries to blame herself she can't do this anymore. She feels vulnerable, and hurt, and bitter from always crawling after him, desperate for his love and affection. It's as if there is no Leyley left in her, she was torn always like a skin leaving only bones, meat, and nerves. As well as twenty years full of pain and fear. 

 

He doesn't snap back at her. Instead he grabs her face and looks her in the face the same way he did after their parents death. 

 

"I... You are everything I have. I chose you. I will always choose you, Ashley. No matter how many times I say this you never believe me. Can you at least try to do it this time? Please " He is not angry, but he is sad which is worse because she wants him happy, she truly does, but she doesn't know how, because she is a miserable creature unable to do anything good ever. 

 

She wants to believe him every time he says those words, but there is always an explanation based on other words and actions: he is tired of her break down, he wants to fuck her again and wants her to cooperate without a knife in his hands, he regrets about everything that happened and wants to pretend it didn't... 

 

"I don't know why I'm like this. I don't know what to do" Which is weird because she always knew what to do without any doubts, trying to keep the only thing she has and never give it to anyone fighting tooth and nail for him, "I'm tired. "

 

Ashley was tired of life, of Andrew and most of all of herself. What's the point of this if tomorrow she will once again be guilty of everything in his eyes? 

 

"Let's go to bed, L...Ashley" He tells her softly and Ashley listens to him, because she promised  to do what he says. She is alive. She almost got what she wanted, he said it himself: "You are everything I have". But she doesn't have him, only one of his eyes looks at her and another looks at others. 



They sleep together, almost like before, but Ashley can't and won't hug him back. It's too tiresome to keep the whole ocean to herself. Impossible. Unbearable. So maybe it’s easier to drown.  

 

In her dreams no one runs after her with a cleaver anymore, her blood doesn't stain the ground. But his words still echo in the empty corridors of her dreams. A reminder of how little she is worth to him, how he wishes she never existed at  all. The only light in the end is the silent, flickering: "You are everything I have. I chose you. I will always choose you, Ashley." But she can't reach it, no matter how fast she runs, and she falls down into the dark pit that swallows her whole. Only to wake up breathing  heavily and stare at Andrew who looks like he didn't sleep at all. 

 

He doesn't even ask her what she was dreaming about, just holds her even closer and Ashley even though she craved his touch her whole life can't help, but freeze instead of hugging him back. She is everything he has, but she doesn't have anything. Just his name on her left thigh.



Chapter 2: Andrew
Summary:
"I don't care if you're useful or not as long as you're mine. "

The blood he smears on Ashley's face looks as if it belongs there. She could make a good vampire, an eternal creature of the night. Too bad he can't feel her skin through the thick fibre of gloves.

There are other words stuck in his head. Something like: "I it wasn't for you I would probably kill myself before I turned eighteen" or " You're irreplaceable. I missed you, i missed you so fucking much that it was ripping me apart, don't you dare to break again, please never break again, because it hurts too much. "

He never says them, though, because they would give Ashley too much power and she has already proven that she can't be trusted with it. Things would be better if he is the one in control.

"But are you mine? " She tries again. She is not exactly the same, her newfound meekness not gone away completely, but simply overshadowed for a moment.

"Oh, you stupid girl. I've always been."

Notes:
(See the end of the chapter for notes.)

Chapter Text
Every time Andrew comes home from work he dreads opening the door. Because the husk of his sister wanders the rooms like a ghost of a person she used to be. But he comes back to her every time because Ashley is his home and even if there are only ruins left he won't ever be able to change that.

She looks gaunt, her face solemn, her eyes dark and devoid of maniac light that he used to despise so much. Andrew craves to see it again but maybe he doesn't deserve it since he was the one to take it away in the first place.

"Hey" It's all that he gets these days, a small greeting. Not her throwing herself on him, hands around his neck, not an excited, "Andy, I've missed you sooooo much". He used to always second guess it sincerity questioning himself what she wants now. These days he longs to hear them. He never noticed how she always said them and how he never said them at all. Until that fucking night.

" Hey, Ashley " The way he says her name feels almost like a chant. Trying to get her back, the same way she called demons to their realm, or his past self from the depths of his mind.
He never had her talent for conjuring, though. She doesn't look him in the eyes, doesn't smile at the sound of her name. Andrew always wanted for Leyley and Andy to die, but he didn't know that Ashley would go down with her.

Well, now he knows. And he has to live with the consequences of his actions every single day.

"I made you dinner. Or breakfast. I'm not sure." It's almost 5 am and the sky turned that weird shade between dark blue and grey. His job nowadays mostly happens at night and every time she waits for him to come back.

"Thanks.” He wants to hug her. Melt into her for hours and hours but he knows all too well how she will stiffen, how her body will shudder under his touch, how she won't ever hug him back unless he asks her.

So he doesn't do any of those, just closes the door and takes a good look at her.
In the dim light she looks ephemeral which is weird because she never did before he... Snapped.

"Before you forced her" a voice that used to sound like Leyley repeats in his head the truth he tries so hard to avoid.

So he goes to wash his hands as if water could ever clean the invisible tar from his hands.

 

Andrew had those thoughts as long as he remembered. Violent urges that he knew he should not act on. Leyley was cute when she was happy, she was also cute when she cried. No one else was better at making him feel anything ever, really. He needed to keep her around, make sure that she is safe and sound from everyone, especially himself, and show her only the good parts. As a kid she wouldn't even ask him how high if he told her to jump.

So that's why he subconsciously decided to be the one who does the jumping. Bark at her, but never bite. Until whatever leash and collar made from his pale imitation of morals and dark fear of consequences finally corroded under the pressure.

She said he was worthless. After everything he had done for her, after everything he had sacrificed, she had the audacity to say that "she doesn't know why she keeps him around". And then there was the whole" it's not like you want to fuck me" dangling in front of him like a possibility with almost "good dog" like "I love you, andy". At that point he just felt burnt out. He loved Ashley at her worst but she could only care about him at his best: soft and following orders.

He was stuck, loving someone who never wanted him for him.

And now, five months later after showing his worst, Andrew was in the exact same situation, though in a different position. Sitting in front of him was a person who was not entirely there, a person who didn't believe he loved her no matter how many times he said it, a person who followed his every word while looking like they loathe breathing the same air as him.

Her cooking is better, but when Andrew comments on it Ashley does not shine, doesn't demand more praise in that bratty way of hers. Just says in that dreadful calm tone, " Well, that's nice to hear." As if his words don't mean anything to her anymore.

Maybe Andrew should have handled this better. Stop himself instead of hoping and dreading that she would tell him to cut his bullshit out. Look at her instead of being stuck in that space inside his head where all thoughts about sex and violence usually stayed and see how reluctant she was about the whole thing. Not try to blame her for everything the morning after out of habit until she broke down again agreeing with every accusation. And when he finally realized and accepted how deeply he fucked everything up it was too late.

So while the breakfast/dinner is delicious it tastes like ashes in his mouth. At this point Andrew is ready to eat nothing but human flesh if it makes his sister come back to her infuriating self. He misses her bickering, her teasing, her bossing him around, her careless attitude. So after she is finished with dishes, before she offers her body to him like usual in that detached, removed manner of hers the same way she talks about dinner Andrew hugs her from the back and pleads:

"Can we just cuddle today, please? "

It's not the same. It's never the same anymore but it's the closest to the past he gets and maybe more than he deserves. The way she gets still in his arms is a reminder of it.

"Don't you want me anymore? " the sadness in her voice sometimes feels like the only emotion she has left.

He always does.He always did, but he was fourteen when he had mortifying realisation of how his preference for black haired petite woman in porn magazines was not in fact a coincidence. Ashley was twelve. Still clumsy, still needy, still a horrifying monster of a girl. So the carnal wishes went to the same Pandora's box his violent urges did. Left to grow and multiply until his sanity could not hold them back anymore.

"I'm too tired today" Andre says instead because even after what they went through together he can't be vulnerable with her.

She doesn't press further even though he can tell she doesn't believe him. So instead they watch some shitty true crime show with Andrew making fun of the cops every moment. Working with the body disposal is something that makes you realise how incompetent they are, truly. The legal work was out of the question for him nowadays but this was a pretty nice gig if anything.

Ashley even relaxed after some time and giggled a pair of times which was almost a win these days.

"Think you're so smart, are you? " It's nothing but a shadow of her usual poison but he loves the way it feels on his tongue.

"Smarter than those guys. " He refers to both: criminals and cops alike.

When they doze off he almost feels content. This way he can pretend that nothing is broken and things are the way that used to be and not the way they are right now.

He is not haunted by the memories of hurting her, dead kids, or double suicide scenarios which is nice. Ashley is a different matter though.

She used to have them a lot when she was a kid and after the whole Nina in the box thing they got worse. She could never remember what she was dreaming about but there were those small whimpers and gasps that used to wake him up. So he started to sleep with her, to keep them at bay. Telling her that he is the one who can't sleep, the one who needs her, because Leyley was too proud to admit that she had any. Or she actually couldn't remember them for some reason.

Years later when she wasn't having them anymore he continued to lie about them for his own fucked up reasons.

Now they are back. Because Andrew couldn't keep himself under control.

So he wakes up from her mumbling, pleading not to leave, not to go, not abandon her and it somehow breaks whatever is left from his heart even more.

Then she goes still. Silent. And he knows what that means. More demonic bullshit.

Sometimes Andrew wants to get rid of the damn thing, sure it was useful the first time, but the second time was anything but. Ashley holds it dear, though, so unfortunately, it's out of the question. He tried hiding it one time and she trashed the whole apartment while looking for it, and when he did come back accused him of wanting to abandon her and leave with that stupid thing.

He almost slapped her face, but instead fucked her until she calmed down. Maybe he should have done it earlier, before the quarantine, before the whole dating Julia and imagining it’s his sister instead. They say don't stick your dick in a crazy, but it's not like he ever was sane too.

He wishes he didn't love the way her cunt is so tight during her breakdowns, the way she weeps, when he praises her, the way her tears taste on his tongue, the way she falls apart in his arms when she comes, so beautiful and vulnerable and his. The closest she is to her former self.

So he lights a cigarette and prepares for the worst. If he is lucky the dream is about some unfortunate soul that wants to get this broken world rid of them. This is definitely easier to handle than Ashley acting out because of his presumed infidelity and abandonment or real murderous intentions.

Though him killing her first sounds weird. He always wanted them to either die at the same time or by her hand. Other options were considered but he never wanted to act on them, willingly.

Andrew is finishing the fourth cigarette when she finally wakes up and there is a small sense of relief because every time he is worried that she won't. That she will stay in that demonic dreamland because he is a horrible brother and a horrible person.

But she comes back and stares at him with that hopeless desperate look that means his future self somehow fucked up again.

"You talked with Julia" Well, this is not that bad. He got pretty good at evidence destruction and body dismemberment. "You told her I died".

Wonderful. Here we go again.

Fuck demon. Fuck trinket. Fuck his ex. Fuck him. Fuck Ashley and her obsessive brains. He kills people for her, helps to sacrifice their own parents, and repeats again and again that it's just the two of them now and she barely notices. He tells her that she is only good for fucking one time and she decides that this is the ultimate truth and the only reason he is around.

Or maybe it's his fault. Maybe everything ever was his fault because he is older and was supposed to stop her instead of indulging her every whim.

"Do you still like her?" She asks but she has already decided what he thinks. Typical.

"I haven't even thought about her for months." And he never even liked her. She was tolerable, agreeable and easy to manage. Pretty similar to Ashley from the back too. Still more trouble than she was worth, though.

Maybe Andrew should just tell Ashley about this and stop worrying that it would backfire in some way.

Or she will twist half of his words like usual and ignore the other half once again.

So he kisses Ashley once again before she makes up some convoluted scheme in her head. She doesn't push him away, just hugs his neck, almost like a noose. Even if her lips are dry and chipped they feel the best.

He remembers how clumsy she was at first. How she had no idea what she was doing. How bittersweet it felt to be her first in everything and realize that she only fucks him to survive.

Because no matter how many times he tells her that he doesn't really want to kill her, Ashley never believes him. Andrew knows that she tries to act like she does but she is a horrible liar.

But every time they fuck he hopes that she will finally get it this time. He tells her that he loves her when he thrusts inside, he repeats again and again how much he needs her, ignoring the pain from her bites and scratches, and when he comes inside he pleads with her to believe already that she is the only one that matters.

And then after he has satisfied his own lust he goes down on her, not caring about the taste of his own cum that mixes so well with her juices. He loves the way she feels on his tongue, loves how she twitches her leg when bites the inner side of her thigh, how she arches her back, how he can make her fall apart again and again until the only sounds she makes are his name and moans. Until they both forget about everything but each other in the present moment.

She is so pretty like this: eyes full of pleasure, body finally relaxed, the only thing imperfect about her is the angry red scar on her thigh.

She must have cut new lines above the old ones. Again.

Fuck.

Well, he will scold her tomorrow.

"Feeling better now? "

Andrew knows how touchy she can get after sex, so he keeps his distance. Sometimes when she is completely out of it, she makes that cute grabby gesture with her hands and they cuddle. Those nights are the best. Today he has to limit his touch by caressing her cheek.

"Mhm... Need" She yawns and stretches her hand "to clean up. "

"I'll do it" The paper towels conveniently are on the table, because this is not the first time they fuck in the living room. To be honest Andrew just wants to touch her more. He used to pretend that he hated how she was always in his personal space. These days he craves her presence. If this happened to someone else he would laugh at the irony, but instead he wants to bash his head against the nearest wall.

She looks so cute when she is sleepy and relaxed. Almost angelic. It's difficult to imagine that she feasted on human flesh or killed their own parents in cold blood. This contradiction was always one of the most beautiful things about her: the way she was so wicked and divine at the same time. But in the end she was just a human. And surprisingly fragile.

He takes her in his arms when she falls asleep once again to take her into their shared bedroom. With no sharp objects in the vicinity, a lock on the door, and bars on the windows. One time they stayed in a room on the fourth floor of some nameless motel. Not long after he... after she told him that he was going to kill her. Let's just say seeing her standing on the ledge while the window was open wasn't his favourite memory. Andrew barely managed to catch her in time.

 

He is almost out of cigarettes and they need some food. So he has to do some shopping. There is of course a stash with canned goods, flour, some grains, and salt but those are for emergencies. Andrew doesn't want them to starve again. Ever.

The light outside is too bright for his liking. He is too used to being active at night and even in their house the lights are mostly dim. So he is pretty annoyed already, trying to pick what to buy for Ashley. She likes sweets, especially chocolates, but there are too many brands that are so different yet so similar to each other. Maybe they will help her to feel better.

The moment he hears Julia voice his annoyance turns to ire. Because seriously? Seriously? They are as far away as possible from their hometown and she is here?

The last thing Andrew needs is for people to learn that he is alive. Maybe he can leave before she notices him or pretend that this is a mistake and he is someone else...

"Andrew! " She catches him before he leaves. Without cigarettes, chocolates for Ashley, and groceries. And she sounds so happy to call out his name that it almost makes him vomit.

If it was up to him he would never see her again. Too many things could go wrong. But it's also too risky to leave like that...

That's when he has an idea. There is only one thing Ashley loved more than chocolates.

"Hi!" He does his best imitation of friendliness. "Didn't expect to run into you here!"

Fortunately, she agrees to talk outside. Without witnesses. It's bad that she called him by his name, but the cashier was talking on the phone, so maybe she didn't notice.

She is still her meek, holier than you, boring self. So happy to eat his lies up and easy to handle. Until she asks with a frown on her face, "And how is Ashley? "

She never liked his sister even when they were friends, so if he mentions that she is still living with him, this could cause some problems.

So that's what this vision was about. Huh.

"She didn't make it. " Grief, unlike friendliness, comes naturally to him.

"Andrew, I am... " She clearly tries to look like she is upset, but most of all she sounds relieved, "I am sorry. I know she meant a lot to you. But maybe it's for the best? You always had to sacrifice everything for her, even our relationship. Now you can live your life the way you always wanted to. "

That moment Andrew realises two things. First of all, this idiot wanted to console him after his sister's supposed death. Secondly, he really didn't like when she talked about Ashley like that.

So he invites her for dinner this evening. Eight o'clock. Trying not to clench his fists while he talked. Sure, he could say whatever he wanted about Ashley, he was the one stuck with her as long as he remembered. But everyone else had no right, especially Julia.

He finishes his grocery run in another store adding a bottle of wine that will help to cover up sleeping pills' taste, candles for Asley’s ritual, and a pack of garbage bags.

When he comes back there is no sound of Ashley banging on the door, which is great. She hates when he locks her up, even if it's for her own safety, but there is no other way.

Well, he has some good news for her at least.

She is still asleep, and it feels almost sacrilege to wake her up. So he kisses her in an almost romantic way, tenderly, gently, the same way he wanted for years before everything went to shit. The way she opens her eyes is akin to a moment from a fairytale, an incredibly bloody, ruthless fairytale born from an ancient myth with people eaten and siblings married to each other.

"An... Andrew" It almost doesn't sting the way she almost called him by the dead kid's name. He hardly cares anymore.

"Today we're having dinner" The smile on his face feels a bit too wide. "How do you feel about Lamb meat? "

He thinks the joke is pretty funny, but Ashley doesn't seem to get it at first. Then it hits her and she smiles. Not in that hesitant, walking on eggshells, eager to please smile, but the predatory one.

He missed her. He thought he knew how much, but the wave of relief inside was large enough to drown him.

"You're going to kill her" she says softly as if she is a kid that learnt that Santa is real, "For me? "

This feels like a trick question.

“Because we're supposed to be dead and she may tell someone, stupid”, she pouts for a moment before Andrew adds “And because I thought it might cheer you up”.

The spark in Ashley’s eyes is almost blinding.

 

They manage to figure things out between them before dinner. Fortunately, he doesn’t have to work that day, but he can drag the remains of Julia's body to the incinerator. Surprisingly, Ashley asks him to kill his hands, but she never liked getting her hands dirty. There is also another weird request. She says that she needs Andrew to explain why he is doing this to their victim, even though it would be easier to call the demon while she is knocked out. He agrees, but only if Ashley stays in the room until he tells her to come out. Andrew could just order her, but he feels generous today.

Julia makes things easy. Almost too easy. She never told anyone that he was alive. She drinks wine without any suspicions and only starts freaking when she is getting sleepy. A little too late, though. The way she was trying to soothe him by not so subtly shit talking Ashley is definitely irritating. She used to be less bold with her words.

So, when her body is finally unconscious and bound to a chair they start to prepare for the ritual. Ashley is morbidly chipper about the whole thing as if it's some kind of game,but Andrew is a bit worried. Not about the murder, but because their deal seems more complicated than they initially thought.

Julia opens her eyes when he cuts her neck to draw blood for the sigils and tries to scream the whole time while he is drawing the signs on the floor, but since her mouth is gagged the only sound she makes is illegible mumbling. Which is nice, her bullsit was starting to get on his nerves. Ashley, like a freeloader she sits on the back of the sofa waiting for his villain speech. Which will probably disappoint her, but Andrew doesn’t feel anything about cutting the loose ends.

"I am sorry Julia" he is not very sorry, if anything she deserves this for being so stupid, naive, and gullible, "but today you're going to die"

He is sure the poor thing is trying to scream once again. Or to weaken her restraints. And he doesn't even feel anything about it, only hopes that whatever explanation he has is good enough to satisfy his lovely audience.

"Also, I lied to you. Many times. Ashley as you can see is alive and well." He vaguely gestures to the sofa where Ashley sits on the back, a bottle of wine in her hand.

"Hey, hussy." She sounds more cheerful than she’s been in months. As if she couldn't believe they are actually doing it.

"We're on the run, you see and technically dead. Can't have you coming back and tell someone we're alive. Of course, I could ask you not to tell, but... Dead are better at keeping secrets."

She starts crying. Ashley seems to enjoy it which is great. He is doing it for her after all.

"I never even liked you. Only dated because you look similar to Ashley and available" The horror on Julia's face can only be compared to Ashley's smug joy. That could become a problem later, but if she becomes too smug, he will just knock her down a peg.

"And while we are at it, I think I need to confess something else. We killed Nina. It was an accident, but we never told anyone. I was worried that they would separate us. So I made Ashley keep silent."

He always thought that this was enough to prove his love. Because if he didn't love his sister so much she wouldn't be breathing.

It seemed that Ashley kept her oath by the horrified look on Julia's face.

"Are you happy now?" He truly hopes she is, "Anything you want to add?"

Ashley doesn't say anything, just slides down, her bare feet softly hitting the floor and she almost bounces while she walks to their unfortunate victim.

"Julia, "Ashley almost sings, when she cups his ex cheek "I warned you to stay away, you, stupid bitch."

And that's all. No prolonged speeches how she is better in every imaginable way, no gloating. Apparently everything has already been said in those one hundred and something voicemails.

"Beloved, will you call that demon of yours? "

She nods ever so happily and calls the thing, trinket in her hand.

The fourth time is not as impressive, but the way the room darkens still sends shivers down his spine. He doesn't like this thing. Doesn't like that it can freely enter Ashley's mind and how it can twist her dreams. The way it stares at him with numerous eyes also is somewhat unpleasant.

"TaR SoUl, loNg TimE nO sEE"

Do demons even have time? Isn't it like a human thing?

"I've been busy. " She is definitely too friendly with that thing, "We have a soul for you! "

Julia goes still and silent. Finally, her whining started to get a bit too annoying for his liking.

"RotTeN SOul, aLmoST riPe" Oh, great, now he gets a title. And somehow it's even worse than Ashley's.

"He is mine!" Ashley's hands tighten around his arm as if she is trying to protect him, it's almost endearing, "he is horrible, but he is mine. "

Being called horrible is better than being called worthless, but it stings anyway. Was it not enough for her? Again?

"BrIng hIm tO me, TaR SouL" at least next time he won't have to worry about whatever idiotic misunderstanding this creature will decide to fill up Ashley's head with though he is not that interested in meeting a demon.

The thing vanishes and he finally looks at Ashley. She seems full of life and shines not like any star, but more like a complete absence of light, the darkness between them. However, her behaviour should be corrected, it's dangerous to let it slide. Would she be better if he was more strict with her as a child?

"Horrible, really? " He looks her in the eyes, his hand tightens around her cheek, "Are you being an ungrateful brat again? "

"I am pretty horrible too, we can be horrible together! " And then she adds almost as an afterthought "And i didn't like the whole ripe thing."

So she was trying to protect him. Cute. Just like that time when they were kids and she attacked a kid two years older than them because he was threatening Andrew or something. Of course he had to help, the guy would have wiped the floor with his sister, otherwise. She could never pick her battles.

"We could... Just stop using that thing?"

Ashley frowns a bit, so he decides not to insist too much. It would be easier to mention this idea some time later until she accepts this.

"Well, it helped us before! But first, another episode of Andrew and Ashley: the disappearance of two-faced floozy! "

If he knew that murdering Julia would cheer Ashley up so much he would do it earlier.

"I thought you hated this cheap cash grab"

"It's growing on me. Soooo? Do I need to help you with her body? "

"No, I'll handle this. Grab the trash bags and take them to the bathroom, okay? "

 

When he slits Julia's throat in their bathroom he feels almost relieved. In a sense he always felt like a cheater when he was with her so her death somehow makes him less guilty. It's so weird to think how he was angry about being blamed for their breakup and how he hated feeling relieved because of this. He doesn't mind anymore. Not as long as Ashley sits near him while he works, singing some song off key, getting words mixed up.

It's almost soothing to chop and dismember and disembowel, erasing the whole existence of his mistake. He leaves some meat for Ashley culinary exploits, though, maybe this time she will finally get it right.

"You became so good at this" She says softly when he breaks another bone.

"I had to. We need money, right? " It's not the worst job he ever had. Definitely better than being stuck in the office.

"Yeah, but... I feel useless sometimes. You don't have nightmares, you're not squeamish anymore, you used to be a soft marshmallow, but now you're all cold and stiff. "

He sighs. Here we go again...

"I don't care if you're useful or not as long as you're mine. "

The blood he smears on Ashley's face looks as if it belongs there. She could make a good vampire, an eternal creature of the night. Too bad he can't feel her skin through the thick fibre of gloves.

There are other words stuck in his head. Something like: "I it wasn't for you I would probably kill myself before I turned eighteen" or " You're irreplaceable. I missed you, i missed you so fucking much that it was ripping me apart, don't you dare to break again, please never break again, because it hurts too much. "

He never says them, though, because they would give Ashley too much power and she has already proven that she can't be trusted with it. Things would be better if he is the one in control.

"But are you mine? " She tries again. She is not exactly the same, her newfound meekness not gone away completely, but simply overshadowed for a moment.

"Oh, you stupid girl. I've always been."

It feels almost nostalgic. As if they renewed their old vows, this time not with their blood, but someone else. He hoped he could have both Leyley and normal life, but both have been buried in that old apartment. So Ashley, a new version of her is all he gets.

And when he kisses her, Andrew realises that this is exactly what he wants.

Maybe it was always meant that way. Both of them left to decay into their own grave until they became something new: poisonous flowers toxic for everyone and everything but them. Doomed in a tragic way. But Andrew doesn't care anymore, as long as Ashley is here with him he will be whatever she needs him to be until their last breath

Notes:
I'm not sure it's clear how toxic Andrew mindset really is, but I was TRYING.And I heavily believe that Decay Andrew could be more toxic than Burial Andrew, but in different from straightforward violence ways. In Burial they respect each other as indivudals, in Decay he leans into the Ashley's possesive mindset and start considering her a possesion, Prized but possesion,

I wanted to write some other stuff, but this fic was unfinished, and it was annoying, so here we go.
Feedback is very appreciated. (I need it, i'm attention whore, okay)

Notes:
So I know that in some fics Ashley is happy with everything Andrew does to her, but she declared herself that she NEEDS security. So she does have some hard kinks same as he, but if he fucks her while she feels unsafe it could make things worse. Andrew seems to be into the whole degradation stuff, which bleeds into his day to day interaction with Ashley.

Also the way Ashley said "It's not like you want to fuck me" and Andrew just stayed silent in the Decay has been living in my head rent free for weeks. Maybe I will write a second part where Andrew tries to deal with the aftermath of the whole thing.

This is supposed to be a sister-fic to the Burial one, in which they are happy and trust each other before they fuck, so they are part of the same series.

Please let me know about my mistakes, give me constructive criticism, or praise my work and leave me kudos <3

May post another fic in two weeks, stay tuned.